RALPH    RASHLEIGH
waves against the bows, and feeling the shiver that ran
through the ship at each thudding impact.
Suddenly the Magnet hit a really big sea with a crash that
made Rashleigh instinctively shrink back. There was a
scattered noise of timbers falling overhead, as a great wave
broke over the ship and poured a volume of water down the
main hatchway, carrying the sentry violently against the
bulkhead, and filling the prisoners' berths feet deep. Over a
hundred sleepers awakened in the unfamiliar surroundings,
to find their beds awash with sea water, let loose a pande-
monium of terrified cries. The water, as the ship rolled,
half drowned first one row of men and then the other. The
cry went up that the ship was sinking, and panic took
possession of the convicts. Rashleigh looked on in a state of
terror, knowing there was nothing to be done; even when a
few of the bolder spirits rushed at the small doorway in the
hope of breaking through and gaining the deck, he made no
move to join them. Their efforts to break through the
wicket were in any case unavailing. An officer came with the
assurance that there was no danger, leaving the prisoners to
pass the remainder of the night comforted by the news that
the big crash had been caused by one of the yards giving
way. As most of the convicts knew of no yard except a
measure, they were none the wiser for this explanation.
Next morning the pumps were got to work and everything
made ship-shape.
Fair weather favoured the Magnet thereafter, and the
Equator was reached without any incident occurring to inter-
rupt the strict routine on shipboard. There was a good deal
of fun in the ceremony of 'Crossing the Line/ about fifty
of the prisoners being ducked and shaved in tribute to
Father Neptune. Rashleigh, because of his clerkly educa-
tion and capacity, had been selected by the surgeon-super-
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